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Each made to surge to the edge's shore
The Luscious waves that his goblet bore.
The flagon was e'en as  the changing moon,
A crescent now, now a plenilune. *

We have now reached the close of these two centuries
and a half which I have named the Classic Period of Ottoman
poetry. I have chosen this name, as I have before explained,
not because I consider the work then produced superior to
that of later times, or because it in any way fulfils the con-
ditions we are accustomed to demand ere we concede that
title; but because, in the first place, during this long term
of years, there has been a traditional standard of excellence
recognised and accepted by all, and because, in the second,
this standard has been the collective work of the greatest
writers of the great period of Persian literature, a mass of
work which has been regarded, and not unjustly, as forming
a classic literature in medieval Iran. Up till now this has
been the constant and only model of the Turkish writers, who
have moulded in accordance with it every minutest detail
of their work. It is the classic poetry of Persia as a whole
that has had this tremendous influence; individual masters,
as they successively appeared in Persia, have found in due
time their followers and imitators in Turkey, but not one
among them has been predominant during the whole course
of these two hundred and fifty years. And thus Ottoman
poetry, while always under the direct and immediate influence
of that of Persia, has been ever changing, following the latter
from stage to stage of its evolution, as, according to the
pretty fancy of olden times, the sun-flower ever turns to
face the sun as he makes his progress across the sky. And
this passage from phase to phase in the wake of the poetry
of Persia has up till now constituted the only life of that

1 That is, now quite full, now move or less empty.